abel: 

Navel ay, a 

Oe) gate : No.12 April/May '93 
SCOTLAND'S 32 BIT HILLWALKER'S FANZINE = 50p 


Inside: 


...Ooh! Ah! 
Arrochar 


: : ...The Electric 
16 THIS THE WAY | : Loch 
To THE WESTER : 


Ross (c€ $HELEZY q> : 


oT we 


... Munro's Tables 


abolished 


4,0 


... Reservoir 
Sheepdogs 


...Fred Hoyle 


cartography 


Weel 
y= 
uy’ | 
WIS \ 
WS 


my 


... Murdo meets 
the managers 


alii 


“a 
y AUIS 


... Letters, 
cartoons, 
film reviews, 
and much, 
much more! 


INTREPID HEROES SEEK NEW CHALLENGE 


THEANGRY CORRIE 
HOUSE48 
170SANDIEFIELD RD 
GLASGOW G5 0DL 


Incorporating "John 
Birt Society News" 


Apr/May 1993 No.12 


Best director (shared): 
Dave Hewitt, Perkin Warbeck 


Best script (also shared): 

Douglas Asland, Jim Bailey, 
Alan Dawson, Grant Hutchison, 
Graham Pearson, Prof M.Bob, 


Libby Sinclair 


Best animations (shared!): 
Jack Foley, Ian McConnell, 
Craig Smillie, Chris Tyler 


Members of the Academy: 
John and Jools 


All material copyright TAC. If 
you don'tlike it you can lump it. 


TAC2-11 still available from 
your ed's overcrowded house. 
£1 each inc. p&p, £2 for three, 
£2.50 for four or more. TAC1 
long since gone. 


Details of subbies on pS. 


All correspondence considered 
for publication unless otherwise 
Stated. 


Anyone submitting an article on 
disk, whether 3.5" or 5.25", can 
pop in for acuppa any time they 
like. Anyone who doesn'tisa bit 
of a Luddite really. 


OUTLETS: _ 
All branches of Nevisport and Tiso, 
plus: 

Glasgow: 

Clyde Books, 15 Parnie St 
Strathclyde Programme Shop, 73 
Robertson St 

Centrepeace, 143 Stockwell St 
Scotia Bar, 114 Stockwell St 
Soundfolk Music, 4 Chancellor St 
Paisley: 

Summits, 96 Causeyside St 
Hamilton: 

Summits, 30 Gateside St 

Embra: 

New Heights, 134 Lothian Rd 
Archways Promotions (Sports 
Bookshop), 50 Lochrin Buildings, 
Gilmore Place 

AMP, 39/43 Duke St, Leith 
Stirling: 

New Heights, 26 Barnton St 
Falkirk: 

Challenge Sports, 25 Bank St 
Dunfermline: 

Summits, 28 Canmore St 
Broughty Ferry: 

Munros, 29 Gray St 

Aberdeen: 

Marshalls, 186 George St 

Fort William: 

Ellis Brigham, St Mary's Hall, 
Belford Rd 

Up north: 

Fasgadh, Fersit 

The Paper Shop, Kingussie 
Clachaig Inn, Glen Coe 

Green Welly Shop, Tyndrum 
Clive Rowland Mountain Sports, 9/ 
11 Bridge St, Inverness 

Moray Mountain Sports, 7 North St, 
Forres 

Albion's Plain: 

Sportspages, Caxton Walk, 94-96 
Charing Cross Rd, London 


Phone TAC on 041-420-1137 
FAX TAC on 041-423-9332 


Printed by Clydeside Press, 37 
High St, Glasgow. Thanx, y'all. 


BRIGHT TOO SOON... 


Readers may have noticed a 
recent debate in the so-called 
House of Lords on the subject 
of the Highland midge. TAC 
agrees it is indeed high time 
somebody got round to ridding 
the country of these irritat- 
ing, bloodsucking, misery- 
inducing, good-for-nothing 
parasites. And while they’re 
at it, something needs done 
about the midges too. 


Neither will it have escaped 
our readers’ attention that 
the recent US presidential 
result has placed the son and 
heir to the Goretex empire 
only a heartbeat away from the 
most powerful job on earth. 
Indeed, the whole dream ticket 
has Scottish hill connections 
running through it, as the 
Comeback Kid’s hometown of 
Little Rock would of course be 
Clach Beag in the Gaelic, 
while the state he governed, 
Arkansas, is topped by an 860m 
Corbett appropriately named 
Mount Magazine. Just a pity 
old Al isn't from the Lone Star 
state, otherwise he really 
would be the Goretex Kid. 


Continuing our recent quest 
for Walt- Poucherisms, the 
computer-literate among you 
will have noted that if gigan- 
tic is put through the Word for 
Windows thesaurus, the words 
cyclopean, gargatuan, her- 
culean and elephantine are 
thrown back. Obviously the 
hand of Walt in there some- 
where. And on a similar theme, 
will bothymongers soon have to 
switch from "looking for a 
doss for the night" to "look- 
ing for a Windows 3.1 for the 
night? 

there's 


And then of course 


Calvin Coolinridge: ' 30th 
incumbent of the Goretex Kid's 
boss's hotseat and grand- 
father of current TAC heroine 
Vanessa Coolinridge (see 
TAC11). Now, who but your 
favourite fanzine could 


contrive to get two US presi- 
dents, one green-eyeshadow- 
wearing, Steinway-grand-play- 
ing photographer and a TV 
weathergirl into the same 
paragraph? Eh? 


Elsewhere in this issue we 
turn our attention to the 
silver screen, but has anyone 
else noticed, in the credits 
to Orlando - an androgynous 
movie starring Tilda Swinton 
- one Hugh Munro listed as 
"Second Butler"? So you thought 
he put together his eponymous 
list, then snuffed it? Think 
again: he's busy teaming up 
with the likes. of Jimmie 
Somerville, Quentin Crisp, 
Heathcote Williams... 


10 Differences between Ben Aden 
and Sir Anthony Eden 


1. Ben Aden is an exceptionally rough and 
craggy hillin Knoydart. Sir Anthony Eden was 
an exceptionally smooth and sycophantic 
Tory Prime Minister in Albion. 


2. Water flowing east from near Ben Aden 
finds its way inexorably into Loch Quoich and 
so to the Caledonian Canal. Water flowing 
east from near Sir Anthony Eden found its 
way inexorably into the Suez Canal. 


3. Sir Anthony Eden’s involvement in the so- 
called “Suez Crisis” led to his having to stand 
down as Prime Minister due to a bad dose of 
Sinaitis. This ailment is not to be confused 
with Catarrh, a small sand-covered country 
on the Persian Gulf. 


4. The “Suez Crisis” came about when Egypt 
teamed up with the basketball player Michael 
Jordan and the little-known Arab state of 
Cyrus-Vance to get stroppy with Israel. The 
nearest Ben Aden has ever come to some- 
thing similar was when the fabled “Seven 
Men of Knoydart” teamed up with Hamish 
Henderson against another stroppy Tory 
grandee, “Lord” Brocket. 


5. It has been said that the current Albion 
Prime Minster, Sir John Major, models him- 
self on Sir Anthony Eden. But whereas Sir 
Anthony became preoccupied with the “Suez 
Crisis”, the educationally-challenged Sir John 
mistakenly heard this as the “Sue Us Crisis”, 
and dispatched a judicial Task Force to lay 
waste to The New Statesman and Scallywag 
and the like. 


6. If youtake a look at your World Atlas, you'll 
see that near the north end of the Suez Canal 
is atown called Dumyat. And every Scottish 
hillgoer knows there is a nice little hill near 
Stirling also called Dumyat, considerably 
nearer to Ben Aden. Note also that neither the 
Suez nor Caledonian Canals must be 
confused with the Crinan and Panama 
Canals. There is, for instance, no couthy 
song going: /t’s the Panama Canal for me/! 


don’t care for the wide open Pacific Ocean... Pi f 
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7. Ben Aden stands directly above beautiful 
Lochan nam Breac, at the east end of which 
an alluvial beach has been formed by the 
drop in the watertable when nearby Loch 
Quoich was dammed and enlarged by the 
hydroboard. Of course Sir Anthony Eden’s 
entire Prime Ministerial career was beset by 
much larger beachlike places, when his time 
would have been better spent visiting Scot- 
land’s only other 1950s sandtrap, the 
Tannadice pitch of bold Dundee United. Their 
supporters are also called “Arabs”, andhave 
similarly lost a whole series of wars - usually 
in the Shatt-al-Hampden Waterway against 
the Hunnish Shiites. 


8. Sir Anthony Eden attended the 1954 
“Geneva Summit Conference”. Quite which 
summits were discussed remains shrouded 
in secrecy, but one government source 
reliably informs us that, yes, Ben Aden was 
indeed on the agenda. 


9. Ben Aden is not to be confused with Aden, 
another small sand-covered country quite 
near Suez. Similarly, Sir Anthony Eden must 
under no grounds be confused with Eton - 
where he went to school - nor Eden, Garden 
of, a large and deciduously flat Plain not 
dissimilar from Albion, the very antithesis of 
Ben Aden. And neither the hill nor the ex-PM 
have anything whatsoever to do with East of 
Eden, anobel by Novel-prizewinning author 
John Warbeck. 


10. Sir Anthony Eden was also known as the 
“4st Earlof Avon”. This links him with another 
Scottish hill, Ben Avon, but more worryingly 
with Stratford-upon-Avon and Shakespeare. 
And regular readers should all know the 
politically-correct TAC line on that... 


Spring is here (well, almost), David 
Rintoul is back on the telly as Dr 
Finlay, and K.Rintoul is back in TAC 
with a remedy for the ills of the hills. 
Put on the kettle, Janet... 


Scotland’s hills are getting affa crowded. 
No-one who's ever been up Ben Lawers on 
afine day in summer (or even on abad day 
in winter), or heaved themselves onto the 
top of Sgurr nan Gillean only to find that 
they have to wait ina queue to pose by the 
hallowed summit cairn, can deny the 
fact. Hillwalking has now become a con- 
tact sport. Even on lonely Lurg Mhor 
where you used to be sure ofa bit of space 
to yourself - you perhaps met a like- 
minded walker with whom you exchanged 
a few pleasantries, but that was all - the 
chances are you'll meet the Bagger family, 
husband and wife in matching purple 
and pink jackets, adolescent sprogs in 
dayglo yellow, who will, Ancient Mariner- 
like, fix you in their steady gaze and recite 
the contents oftheir Munroist Slog atyou. 
“We're fifteen-and-a-halfminutes ahead 
of The Book today”, they'll bray, and then, 
realising that the longer they talk to you 
the more their lead is ticking away, off 
they'll dash, eyes closed to everything 
around them except the summit ahead. 
Does all this sound depressingly famil- 
iar? Then fear not - help is at hand. The 
answer is really simple, and I’m sur- 
prised that no-one has thought of it 
before. For the solution to the PGB prob- 
lem (Purple Goretex Bagger) we must 
look to the politics of farming. Set-aside 
-it’s the way forward in hillwalking. Pay 


the empty fields as we drive through the 
countryside, and no doubt some ofus are 
angered by the sight, but, politics aside, 
it’s clear that the land is getting a break 
from the non-stop conveyor belt of mod- 
ern farming. All we have to dois apply this 
to hillwalking, and the problem of over- 
population on our beloved hills will be 
over. 

I am the first to admit that there are 
bound to be problems to start with. 
Those of you who see it as your birthright 
to wander where and when you want will 
no doubt be incensed, but stop and think 
for a minute. What price the summit of 
Ben Nevis to yourself on a summer’s 
afternoon, or a path up any of a dozen 
hills I could name that isn’t thirty feet 
wide and two feet deep in gutters? The 
more you think about it, the more 
appealing it gets. 

The practicalities, the actual nuts and 
bolts of the scheme, would be quite sim- 
ple. All aspirant baggers would have to 
register with the HACSAC (hillwalking 
and climbing set-aside committee). This 
would involve submitting a detailed 
resume of hillwalking exploits to date, so 
that the committee could build up a fairly 
accurate picture of each walker’s abili- 
ties. Then, on a certain day of the year - 
let’s call it Bag Day - you submit to the 
HACSAC your list ofintended hills for the 
forthcoming year. Because the commit- 
tee has a fair idea of your capabilities, 
they will know whether or not you are 
waffling. I mean, it will be fairly obvious 
to them if your list has been compiled the 
night before in the pub with all your 
mates, when all ideas tend to get out of 
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hand, and all sentences start: “Wouldn’t 
it be a good idea if...”. (You can bet your 
life that any outing that ended up with 
you saying to yourself: “What the hellam 
I doing here?” started off as agood ideain 
the pub the night before.) 

Your list will be scrutinised, the Scottish 
National Timetable of Hillwalking will be 
consulted (Didn't this used to be called 
‘‘Bagshaws’’? - pre-Beeching Ed.), and if 
your requests coincide with spare dates, 
you will be issued with a Bagpass. Ap- 
proximately ten people willbe allowed on 
each hill per day. To compensate for your 
disappointment and annoyance at being 
refused most of your other proposed 
hills, you will receive a cash payment. 
Now, any scheme which hands out money 
to people for not doing something is 
bound to be wide open to abuse, but I 
think that most genuine hillwalkers would 
abide by the rules. There would have to 
be safeguards however - all applicants 
would have to swear on a copy of The 
Corbetts on top of a copy of The Munros 
that their application was genuine, and 
all applications would have to be coun- 
tersigned by aminister, abank manager, 
and the applicant’s mother (ifliving). This 
should be enough to ensure that any 


Scots person tells the whole truth. Differ- 
ent rules would have to be made up for 
English people. 

The cash payments would not be huge, 
but would have to reflect the loss and 
sadness felt by the hillwalker at having to 
forego his or her proposed bag. PGBs 
could spend it on even more Goretex, safe 
in the knowledge that they could wear it 
with pride in Willie Low’s on a Saturday 
morning: “Well, I bought it with my set- 
aside money, so obviously I’m not able to 
wear it on the hill till my next assigned 
date.” 

Job opportunities would be created; as 
well as lots of office jobs, hundreds of 
pass checkers would be needed. These 
would have to be drawn from the ranks of 
compleaters, as the less scrupulous might 
use their positions as checkers to sneak 
up Munros without permission. 

Just think of it - Scottish hills with only 
a few people on them. No longer would 
you feel like you’d wandered into the 
middle of a commercial for Tiso’s on the 
summit of Cairn Gorm. Even bothies 
might become happy, user-friendly places 
again. Okay, you'd have fewer days on the 
hills, but you’d have quality days on the 
hills. And you'd have a bit ofspare cash... 


BEAUTIFY YOURSELF... 
WITH AN ANGRY CORRIE T-SHIRT 


Make your look pure gorgeous with a medium, large or extralarge Nyaff Nyaff shirt. Hi-quality 
Hanes material, ideal for those dreich, drab, claggy days on Ben Etton. The only shirt with your 
fave Murdo Munro in glorious red-and-black colour. Everybody's wearing it. 


sl ak 


Be o myct tread. 
THE ANGRY 


CORRIE 


ScoHend) Fonreihs 
pascthes Cre 


Available direct from House 48, 170 Sandiefield Road, Glasgow G5 ODL. Prices pegged 
at £10 including p&p. Allow 28 days for delivery before you start complaining. 


SUBSCRIBE TO THE ANGRY CORRIE 


Still only £6 for6 hot-off-the-press copies of TAC, plopping through your letterbox every second 


month. Address as above. Or... 


£12.50 = SHIRT + SUBBIE, POST-FREE! 
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Eagleeyed readers willhave noted ithe. absence of one soft the he big TAC 
_ traditionsin thecu rrentissue. No, not Murdo, he's aye here. Northe - 
letters page, it's daftas So. Sh soy s crossword?? It's gor ne AWOL! _ 


WALKING TYPES: No.3 
The Mountain Man 


You hear him coming long before you see him. Y our tranquility by the cairnis disturbed by a distant clatter 
of scree. The words, ‘‘Ohya bandit!”’ float up from below. A steady stream ofinvective then follows, until 
he heaves, panting, into sight and favours you with an unabashed grin through his beard. He thenturns round 
and bellows to invisible companions below, ‘“‘Come on, ya pooves, ah’ mat the top!’’ He followsthis with 
alaugh which makes Brian Blessed sound like an effeminate titterer. 
He wears two checked lumberjack shirts with holes in the elbows, over a T-shirt which bears the words 
‘‘There Ain’t No Justice, Just Us’’. His breeches are patched in the seat, and one of his gaiters seems to 
have been repaired using a wire coat-hanger. 
Hewalks alittle distance away from you, turns his back, and pees for animprobable length of time over the 
stones, observing the scenery ina satisfied manner the while. He then sighs, stretches elaborately, and comes 
to sit next to you. He smells like a wet sheep, or rather, as a wet sheep would smell ifit had armpits. 
‘‘OK, pal? Beezer of day, eh?’’ and he rummages ina rucksack full of fossilized orange peel and plastic 
bags containing old baked-bean tins. He 
comes up with an apple, a block of cheese, 
a mashed packet of Marlboros and a half- 
empty bottle of Laphroaig. He lightsa ciga- 
rette, offers you the remaining one, and then 
rf gs, LY, iN sits back to stow his beer belly more com- 
NS O) eat bey, «ape Y fortably, sniffs loudly and wetly, and con- 
DB E an ar 5 ‘ 
§ d templates the view. 
Helooks asifabrisk flight of stairs would kill 
him, but he has already walked fifteen miles |} 
that day, and has another ten or so to go 
before he and his palsreach their bothy for 
the night. They’vebeen on the hills for three 
days so far, and plan to stay out for another 
four. 
‘Did you see yon wee dipper, by the way? 
Onthe burn on the way up? Oh, yon’s arare 
weebird. Ahloveawee dipper. Bonny wee 
things, they are. D’ ya fancy a weto’ malt?”’ 


GRANT HUTCHISON 


THE FASHION PAGE: 4 


4 X 4 OFF ROAD VEHICLES. 

In the same way as marauding gangs of sheep afflict walkers on the ridges, the so called 4x4 off roader terrorises us on the 
roads to the hills, but more prominently on the way to Safeways to stock up on energy bars. Before proceeding we might 
ask what is this 4x4 which is proudly emblazoned on these rolling gin palaces ? 4 times 4, as any fule kno, equals 16. 16 
of what? Not cylinders anyway, or wheels. In fact they all have the spare wheel hanging off the back, often with a rhino on 
it. Rhino horn - aphrodisiac - geddit ?? So they'd be lucky to have 5 wheels if parked anywhere except the golf club. 16 
wheel nuts? Yes, but then so do most vehicles except the Reliant Robin. 

In along and undistinguished 4 season hillwalking career 
your correspondent has never had a vehicular impasse 
with his Metro 2x2; or should that be 2x4 or 4x2 ? OK 
he never goes offroad, but how many do amongst the 
Shogun Troopers who clog the roads north? We all 
expect Glen Campbell's lineman to have a 4x4 and 
Hamish MaclInnes too. But all these insurance men from 
Invergowrie, medics from Morningside and lawyers from 
Langbank? What is it about living in suburbia that makes 
them want to pretend they're a 4-wheeled Marlborough 
Person? The real nobs stare down at us from lofty Range 
Rovers, able to remain aloof by virtue of its elevated 
price of £40000 - about twice the price of the 
pretenders. It is preferably Barbour coloured, and often 
with personalised numberplate GUN 1, SNOB 2, HRH 23 etc. Among the pretenders an advertising war is currently on as 
the Chrysler Cherokee debuts in the UK, having cut its teeth as the one-way-glass workhorse of the El Salvadoran death 
squads. So far hillwalkers appear relatively immune but a tomato red Frontera was recently spotted among the Bagmobiles 
in the Hydro Board car park (sorry, private road entrance) at Inveruglas. Worryingly it was attracting envious stares from 
the assembled baggers. Ultimately a 4x4 is like a Goretex balaclava. You can just about make a case for one but only the 
more money than neurons brigade are gonna bite. 
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So you add up the specif; 
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REAL ALE 

A growing curse in the hillwalking fraternity. An early 
correspondent to TAC moaned - "Where can you get a 
decent pint north of Callander?" Clearly loaded language 
denoting CAMRA tendencies. To the common herd a 
decent pint is one devoid of slops and with more bubbles 
than a Jacques Cousteau programme. Any walkers wishing 
to claim superiority for their beverage due to years in 
cherrywood casks or a specific gravity which would float 
the Braer would do well to pause and consider the 
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Yellow Bollocks ak 1375 \HLLL 
Thar gets me up to the Reservoir. 


following. 
Did we go to 5 world cups on Theakston's Old Peculier? 
Don't think so. Denis Law and Ally McCoist have honed 


their mongoose-like reflexes on Tennents Lager and 
McEwans Export respectively; Archie Gemmil's beaver-like work rate was a well known testament to the calorific value of 
Guinness. Tellingly, the "sport" ?? where real ale is mandatory is the Albion-invented Rugby whose adherents develop 
massive bellies and a penchant for vulgar verse and indecent exposure. Not what we hope to find in a lonely bothy. 


2 PAIRS OF SOCKS. 

This has got to be the conundrum of hillwalking. Most notably worn as knee length dark green pair under grey flecked 
pair turned over boots. To many walkers it has been handed down as mandatory in the same unspoken way as the 
woolly hat. Why not wear 2 woolly hats? Presumably it may have started in the days when Tricouni nailed boots 
punished the feet, but these days a brand new pair of Zamberlans is like putting on your slippers, and not many wear 2 
pairs of socks with their baffies. 


GREAT MISNOMERS No.2: THE ARROCHAR ALPS 


Question: What do a very very nice man, a very very drunk man and the first really sizeable range of Scottish westcoast 
hills have in common? Answer: an abbreviation - as the Automobile Association, Alcoholics Anonymous and Arrochar 
Alps can all, on occasion, be identified by the letters AA. Can, but should? No-one doubts that the armies of uniform- 
fetishists scuttering around in dinky yellow vans or the old-soak bankmanagers and selfconfessed MPs will ever change 
their collective names. But whereas virtually every guidebook upon which hands can be laid suggests the group of high 
hills lying between Arrochar and its alphabetical sidekick Ardlui ought to be known as the Arrochar Alps, just how many 
climbers and walkers actually exercise this terminology in everyday usage? Gey few, an’ they’re a’ deid. 

Arrochar itself, final resting place of all Loch Long’s plutonium-infested shellfish, suffers immediately from being among 
the most difficult of all Highland placenames for the Albion-based tourist to pronounce. Something to do with the 
juxtaposition of the boobytrap guttural ‘‘ch’’ with an oddly - to the English ear at least - weighted collection of syllables. 
Amusing evidence of this came when your editor once drove a visitor from The Plain to said village for a wee scenic jaunt. 
A week later the person phoned to offer thanks for ‘‘the afternoon out in Our Car’’, whereupon several minutes of confusion 
reigned before it was realised the erstwhile tourist wasn’t staking a claim over someone else’s vehicle, merely making a 
complete hash of his pronunciation. 

But this article isn’t here to cast doubt over the existence of Arrochar itself - that is more the domain of the longlost Dr 
McSharkie. Rather, there have to be questions asked of the appropriateness or otherwise of the generic name given to 
the clustered hills north of the village. Firstly comes the issue of the general Alpiness of these hills - their Alpininty. We 
are of course adrift in a sea of misnomers here, for any selfrespecting schoolgirl knows that whilst ‘*Alp”’ strictly refers 
to a grassy mountain meadow inhabited by Suchard-producing cows and yodelling, flugelhorn-blowing peasants, the 
word has long come to mean the jaggy snowwhite peaks themselves, domicile of Jean-Claude Killy, Jean-Baptiste Lafonde 
and David Vine. 

Presumably the Scottish illusion/delusion refers to this latter usage, to the notion that the knobbly, roughsided peaks are 
worthy of an overblown, overromanticised name. No matter that no-one speaks of the Kintail Karakoram, the Perthshire 
Pyrenees or the Reay Rockies (although someone once met claimed to have climbed ‘“Ben Lyon and The Crianlarich Alps’’). 
No matter that there isn’t a railwaystation window halfway up The Cobbler, somewhere near the Narnain Boulders, or that 
no Grindlewald-type voyeurs encamp on the back lawn of The Moorings, absinth in hand, to ogle through telescopes 
at the neardeath experiences of John Harlin and Clint Eastwood. These are minor details. We have been brought up to 
believe there are Tyrolean Alps, French Alps, Jura Alps (although what the hell they are doing on an island begs other 
questions) - and Arrochar Alps. 

Now don’t get the wrong end of the alpenstock here. These hills are, for your editor, up there in the Sherpa van of Scottish 
summits, second to none. Easy accessibility, impressive hillslopes, enchanting Highland/Lowland views and good winter 
conditions are all mixed with the odd sensation of instant solitude which comes only on hills containing both busy 
touristtracks and totally unknown neuks and corners. Your editor loves them, hopes to roam among them until his legs 
fall off. Which is precisely why he’s bothered 
by their inappropriate nomenclature. He feels 
he has an investment here. 

The problem is, in part at least - and as hinted 
at above - one of overromanticisation. The 
Victorian gentry - for it was they - came up 
here on their nice new choo-choo and 
promptly set about being elitist and superior 
and spiritually-correct by doing the obvious 
Wagnerian thing and ascending to the 
heights. The AA appellation was then only a 
matter of time. And in time it became quaintly 
outdated, a curio - and, when the same choo- 
choo started to bring the thirdclass Clydeside 
fitters and Lanarkshire miners, a curio des- 
tined not to be used in commonspeak. Very 
soon, if the intention was to have a day on 
these hills, the potential ascendee wouldn’t 
leave home saying: ‘‘Hopefully one will re- 
tum in time for tiffin, Beatrice, one is away to 
bestride the doughty Alps of Arropia’’; rather: 
“See youse later hen, Ah’m aff tae hiv a pure 
excellent time on they hills o’er the back 0° the 
Cobbler, by the way but’’. 


This was okay, and for many years - from well before the end of the Chatterley Ban until well after the Beatle’s first LP 
- no-one bothered much. The term gently accelerated down the linguistic snowslope towards the lexicographical 
boulderfield of oblivion. But then came popularisation of the hills, with pots of money being made via heavily-caffeinated 
guidebooks and dayglo equipment, and the beginnings of the almighty hoo-ha about access, overcrowding and the like. 
Suddenly the AA term dug its iceaxe in the snow, clambered to its feet and climbed back into the light of day. But its revival 
saw a subtle change of meaning, with the label becoming very Munrocentric - basically used to cover the cluster of west 
Lomondside hills, Beinns Narnain and Ime, Bens Vorlich and Vane, plus the ‘“‘honourary Munro’’ of The Cobbler. The 
latter is one of those few hills tiresomely invoked every time the “‘there’s more to Scottish hills than Munros’’ argument 
is trotted out by hillwriters looking to absolve themselves from overly Munroist writings. But as most regular walkers will 
have climbed famous showpeaks such as The Cobbler, Suilven and Stac Pollaidh anyway, the real test of whether someone 
is speaking other than out of their anus horribilis comes when they start undermining Munroism by mentioning less 
obvious good hills: Beinn Leoid, Saddle Yoke, Sgurr Innse, etc etc. This non-list is, literally, endless, and the climbing of 
these a far truer test of hill-eclecticism than Cobblerian namedropping. 

But to return to the matter in hand. The way most modern walkers choose to identify, group and name their hills is by 
proximity to roadsystems. Hence the main ‘‘Arrochar hills’’ (as opposed to the AA) are, in colloquial usage, those either 
side of the Rest and Be Thankful road from the moment it circuits the head of Loch Long until sealevel is regained at 
Cairndow’s nice little inn. And hence the superb run of Corbetts to the west side of the pass itself - The Brack, Ben Donich, 
Beinn an Lochain - plus the grossly underrated Stob Coire Creagach - are as much part of the group as are Ime, its acolyte- 
satellite peaks Beinns Luibhean and Chorranach, and The Cobbler to the east. 

Nobody would dream of calling the Aggy Ridge a Glen Coe hill while banishing The Buachaille to the touristbrochure 
hinterland of Glen Etive - even though the latter is, in terms of drainage, totally in Etive. Similarly, although only the north 
side of the Glen Shiel road is Kintail, everyone nowadays treats the glen itself as a coherent entity. Yet it is only those 
peaks east of the Rest which apparently merit the AA label. The others are, at least in the terminology of SMC guidebooks 
and their clones, exiled to the relative obscurity of the Cowal Peninsula - even though a glance at the map reveals the first 
three Corbetts just listed to be no more part of a peninsula than is the heir to the throne a tubular device women employ 
when the painters are in. 

This topographical apartheid seems even more anachronistic when it is realised that the AA do however include the weel- 
kent Arrocharian skyline peak of Ben Vorlich. This is a piece of semantic nonsense: not only is the Lomondside Vorlich 
tucked away two whole ridges to the northeast, but its summit stands substantially further away from the Pit Stop Diner 
than does that of Ben Lomond. And no-one ever regards The Ben as one of the AA. 

It’s time, therefore, for guidebuccaneers to cut the etymological crap and stop making their bucks using a phrase which 
hardly anyone ever speaks in practice. Either that or redefine so as to be inclusive of patently Arrocharian hills such as 
The Brack - and by so doing invest the term with anew lease of life. This is, after all, the late twentieth century: a babyboomer 
has just organised a gig on the White House steps, Last Tango in Paris has been on the TV, and women have even been 
admitted, however tokenistically, into the Steatopygous Men’s Club. 

And finally, while we're on the subject, there is of course the smaller-scale misnomer within the ‘‘Alps’’ themselves: the 
old chestnut of The Cobbler merely being a nickname for something called ‘“Ben Arthur’’. Despite nice Mr Ordnance 
Survey having recently corrected the precedence which the two names were accorded on his maps, this is still the stuff 
of true Arthurian Legend. If the number of people who speak of the Arrochar Alps is equivalent to the turnout for Queen’s 
Park v Stranraer in a very empty Hampden, then those who ever say ‘““Ben Arthur’’ are like the away supporters at a 
Barmulloch Baptists v Brora Boys’ Brigade 3rd XI fixture which has been postponed twenty minutes before kickoff. Arthur 
is the name of acat, a TV conman, a notable union leader, a recently-dead Glasgow criminal and a crap movie starring Dudley 
Moore. It is not the name of a hill - apart from in Embra, where they do strange things anyway. Yet the misapprehension 
lives on, Elvislike. In Glasgow’s Kingsway there stands a row of four towerblocks quaintly named after hills. Or at least 
three of them are: Lawers, Ledi and Arkle. The fourth is called Arthur. 


Exhibit A: a snippet from a recent 
Herald article about Kirsty Wark - 
sister of the more famous John Wark - in 
which she was asked how she would spend 
24 hours away from her wean and similar 
domestic burdens. This being a kind of 
cheapskate Desert Island Discs, one 
must first applaud her for chucking out 
the Shakespeare Complete Works and 
opting for the summits instead. Clearly 
she has been keeping up with MTAC 
doctrine. Her colleague in mediacrity, 
Muriel Gray, would be proud. But what 
kind of a hill is this, the unheard of 
‘*‘Kier Mhor’’? Might it not be too much 
to suggest that Ms Wark doesn’t often 
live up to her name and actually set foot 
up braw Glen Sannox? So much so perhaps 
that it’s a wonder she knows her 
Sackville West from her Sackville East. 


For the 
next part I would need the services of 
Scottie, who looks like he’s escaped 
from the Damart catalogue. He would 
beam me to Sannox on Arran where | 
would rest on my travelling rug on 
the side of the golf course beneath 
Kier Mhor. With me would be my 
flask of tea and one of my favourite 
books, All Passion Spent by Vita 
Sackville West. 


The search for White Holes 


Congratulations on your Boring Squares feature 
(TAC10), which was by far the most exciting 
competition I’ ve ever won. Well worth spending 
£42.50 on maps in order to win a ten-quid 
sweatshirt. Unfortunately this wonderful prize is 
rather unsuitable for apres-bag wear as it is too 
brightly white for a retiring soul like me, but I do 
find it ideal for popping on over my goretex 
whenever I venture above the snowline. Apart 
from attracting the occasional mad hare, its 
chameleonesque qualities have served me well. 
I’vea feeling it'll be just the right sort of clothing 
for Boring-Square bagging as well. I’m sure this 
sport could really catch on if attractively pack- 
aged, but you do need to work onit. Fora start the 
scoring scheme needs refining. Some of your 
BS’s contain really interesting things such as 
cattle grids, lochs and standing stones, while 
ND2946 has anamed summit and NT1955 has a 
trig point! You can’t get much less boring than 
that, can you? 

What you need is a weighting system to rate the 
features on a boringness scale instead of just 
counting them. Something like this should suf- 
fice: 


Boundary or contour line I point 
Name or spot height 2 points 
Stream or marsh 3 points 
Wood or loch 4 points 
Track or path 5 points 
Road or railway 6 points 
Building or other feature 8 points 
Trig point 10 points 


Then you could list all the squares in order of 
boringness. This would make BS bagging much 
more challenging, and would intensify the excite- 
ment of the search for the perfectly boring square, 
the ‘‘null point’’ of the map world. 

To make it even more addictive, a better name 
than ‘‘Boring Squares’’ is surely needed - why not 
call them ‘‘White Holes’’? TAC could offer 
another prize for the first person to discover a pure 
null-point White Hole on any OS 1:50 000 map. 
Even readers in such featureless flatlands as Essex 
and Lincolnshire (surely: Essalbion and 
Lincalbionshire ? - Ed.) will find this difficult, as 


the Pure White Hole is a very rare phenomenon 
indeed. Blue Holescan be found all over the place, 
there are Brown Holes and Orange Holes dotted 
around the coast here and there, butno White Hole 
has yet been identified (Ireland doesn’t count). 
There are some near misses of course - SE8322 
and TA1252 are both tantalisingly close, and 
Sheet 107 (Hull) promises a hatful of holes at first 
glance but never quite delivers. In fact the nearest 
toa White Hole so far discovered is in Snowdonia 
National Park of all places, not far from The 
Prisoner’ s playground at Portmerion. It’s on Sheet 
124, it’s called SH5634, and it’s a null-pointer - 
but it’ snot Pure White, as two orange tongues lick 
into its lower corners. Perhaps some Welsh reader 
could go there and shovel the stupid sand out of 
the way to leave the ground looking nice and 
white. 

Of course it would take the OS some time to catch 
up with this, so in the meantime the search 
continues elsewhere for this elusive phenomenon. 
White Holes may not hold the key to the mystery 
of the universe, but then again, who knows? The 
search is on... 


Alan Blanco 
NS5467 


Ed. - OK, another shirt for whoever finds a WH 
first. Maybe there’s a clue in WH Murray’s 
Undiscovered Scotland. Actually, I think I once 
read somewhere - in a Richard Adams book 
maybe - that there are in fact 42 WHs total, so 
perhaps the mystery of the universe is in there 
somewhere... 


GREAT PH coos deg ERS OF THE MOUNTAINS 
NO.1 Walter Poucher 


Photographing Scotland's mountains probably looks easy to those who have scanned a few of 
my books. Blue skies and glorious vistas have become my trademark but they hide the long 
hours of patient waiting, hair plastered to the face, dinner frying to a crisp in the Sligachan 
kitchens and my make up cascading down my 
rugged countenance. 

Always obey the the rule of golden proportions. 
This is sometimes incorrectly known as the rule 
of thirds. If the distance from the main subject 
of your picture to one edge is X and to the 
other, Y, then the golden rule states that the mee : 
ratio of X to Y should be the same as Y to Sener < oe 
(X+Y) (the width of the frame). Solving the 
quadratic equation gives the result that X should 
be 1/2.618033 of the frame width. Certainly not 
1/3, but someone who has never cowered a; G 

beneath the Great Pyramid at Cheops may be he olden Rule 
fooled by 1/3. Precision is worth the effort in almost all areas of human endeavour. When I ask 
the mechanic to set the spark gap at 3 thou on my Bentley and he complies I am rewarded by 
an awesome throaty roar. Sadly trends are away from such craftsmanship. While studying some 
popular paintings of charging elephants and dusky maidens in an art shop called "Frames and 
Things" it became clear that 1/2 seems to pass muster these days. Probably the slide rule has 
been deserted in favour of the Super Nintendo which doesn't do quadratics. Study the 
illustration above. The figure is placed at the optimum point as regards the horizontal, but 
furthermore if one could somehow calculate the centre of mass of the gigantic Torridonian 
chieftain I think it would not be far away from the optimum for both orthogonal axes. Anyway 
position your subject at this point. Preferably this will be one of your good companions, a 
ghillie or, if shooting from the roadside, your Bentley Roadster. Much is made these days of 
the telephoto lens and certainly some of these reach a standard of clarity unheard of in my 
heyday. However, in the mountains of Scotland, my beloved Coolins for example, there is 
rarely a vantage point where the panorama is not so bewitching that the widest angle lens 
available is called for. Stand with me now in Corrie Lagan at dusk. The dancing gloaming 
fractals of light on the Sound of Canna are in contrast to the brooding titanic mural precipices 
of the corrie and this dichotomy balanced by the twinkling of the same stars which witnessed 
Nicholson, Collie et al. What would you exclude dear reader to simply achieve that party 
gimmick the condensed depth of field? I recommend a Leica 27mm Visaflex F1.2 at £1300 and 
Kodak ASA 1000. 

Now a word about Scottish conditions. I have travelled extensively in the Alps and the South 
Americas and never have I encountered such a deterrent to studied photography as the Scottish 
Midge. The only known repellent is the compound Dexahydromethylene Dichlorotoluene. I 
discovered this quite serendipitously. Coincidentally it is also the principal ingredient in Yardley 
foundation cream. 
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Next Issue: "Lord" Lichfield 


Munros Abolished! 


Rumours have been circulating that plans are afoot to cease publication of ‘Munro’s Tables’. According to our 
molein theSMC, worries have been mounting that the practice of Munrobagging is causing unacceptable 
erosion on many hills. The club leadership has therefore, itseems, taken the drasticstep of deciding tostop 
printing the Tables. 

Seemingly, the official announcement has not yet taken place due toaninternal dispute over whatshould 
happen to ‘The Munros’ and ‘The Corbetts’. While agreement has been reached that ‘Munro’s Tables’ should be 
abolished, along with those of ‘Corbetts’ and ‘Donalds’, a fierce battle is said to be raging over the future of the 
guidebooks. 

The dispute seemingly rages between three differing schools of thought. These are: 


- Continue publication of both books. This does not hold much support, due to its retention of the 3000 foot 
criterion. 

- Cease publishing both guidebooks. This would help to solve the erosion problem caused by the SMC books 
both encouraging people to start walking and tending to funnel them onto one route up each hill. However, the 
idea hastwodisadvantages. Firstly, both books are major moneyspinners for the SMC, and secondly, many 
peoplemay simply buy Irvine Butterfield's book, thus solving nothing. 

- Merge the two books into one, covering a selection of Scottish hills. The books would be subject to editing of a 
Beechingesque nature, with only the more interesting and less eroded walks included. (Surely that's totally 
Abeechingesque? -railway-upbrought Ed.) Although the other possibilities have fervent supporters, itis this 
suggestion which looks mostlikely to triumph. 


Irvine Butterfield himself has heard the rumours, but claims to have nointention of withdrawing from sale 
either "The High Mountains" or "A Munroist's Log”. As he pointed out, his books do not follow the official list 
of Munrosinany case, with Mr Butterfield preferring to correct any anomolies where he believes they exist. 
Irvine Butterfield vigorously denies having any plans to publish his own list of 3000' hills. 
Now, although TAC has openly ridiculed the practice of Munro bagging, itisclear thatmany readersare in fact 
baggers. For this reason, we are willing to forward letters protesting at this plan to the SMC. Protest letters 
should be marked "Munro abolition", and sent tothe usual address. 

By our wild roving reporter. 


Further to the above, TAC has obtained a leaked copy of the latest update to the Munroist 
Compleationist List (MistCistList). Always on the lookout for ways of getting ahead of the 
opposition, we thought it appropriate to publish this ahead of the next SMC Journal: 

873 - Molly Weir 

874 - Marcus Laptop 

875 - Derek Beardchop 

876 - Sir Michael Forsyth 

877 - Sir Bruce Forsyth 

888 - Sir Galsworthy Forsyth-Saga 

889, 890 & 911-926 - Hamish Brown 

1000 - THE DUKE OF BUCCLEUCH * 

1195 - Ms Kirsty Wark & John Wark 

1492 - Christopher Columbus & Gerard Depardieu 
1880 - Donald & Tony Bennet 

2001 - Irvine Magnumcentre-Flume 

4679.89 - Sorley McLean & Shirley MacLaine 
7789 & 8112 - Mr Douglas Benzie-Ampersand 
9927 - The wee woman at the back of the queue in the fisnmonger's last Friday 


* An explanation of this entry is to be found in Royal Papers, circa 1960. 


(That's enough Compleationists - Ed.) 


Boring Squares, Trig Points, White Holes... Where will it ever end? Not 
here, for sure... 


In reading Rob Pearson's letter in TAC10, where he tries to locate the "Munro Centre", I noticed two 
fatal flaws in his reasoning. Firstly his use of the directions North, South, East and West is wholly 
inappropriate. These concepts are derived from the axis around which the earth spins. A hill's being a 
Munro does not depend on its movement through space but upon its being in Scotland. Their positions 
can only be considered relative to each other. Secondly he has taken no account of the relative 
displacements nor of the Munroness of particular hills. On top of Meall a'Bhuiridh there may well be 
equal numbers of hills North and South but they are at different distances in different directions and 
some are Munroier than others. A more appropriate means of calculation would be to take a weighted 
mean displacement of all Munros, analogous to the calculation of the centre of mass of an extended 
system. The measure of a hill's Munroness would have to be its height. 


The position of a hill can be defined relative to an arbitrary set of cartesian coordinates - the OS grid 
system is convenient. (Here we are using the Flat Earth Approximation as it is inherent in Munro's own 
thinking: he measured a hill's height from sealevel, not from the centre of the earth (see John Biggar 
for details).) 


Hence 


277 


h, x, 
Xx = ——— where x; is the x coordinate of the Munro 
h h; is the height of the Munro 


74 x is the x coordinate of the Munro centre 


and similarly for the y-coordinate. 


So taking NM 000 000 as an origin and working with the 1981 Tables (due to the danger of right-wing 
political bias in the most recent edition), I found the Munro Centre to be NN 383 876 (workings 
provided on request). 


At this point the exercise moved from the academic to the gravely serious. This is a point 700m up on 
the North side of Beinn a'Chaorainn, 300m away from a large cairn. The cairn must mark something. 
It's not a summit. It's too far away from a track to be where his Grace shot the stag. The coincidence is 
too much; it must have been made to mark the Munro Centre - but it's in the wrong place. Hastily I 
calculated the error bounds on my figures - they only came to less then a tenth of a grid square: not 
enough to include the cairn. Replacing Beinn Teallach with Beinn an Lochain didn't make nearly 
enough difference. What did the builders of the cairn know that I didn't? Is there another Munro? 


Well I didn't get a physics degree without knowing how to frig my results (see John Biggar for details). 
The hunt was on. Its height was easy to determine, both Brown and Hopping Bear agreeing that the 
known Munros are numbered 1 to 277 with no gaps. Therefore it's number 278. Therefore it has to be 
914m. (You ask "What if there are two?" I reply "How could anyone lose two 3000ft mountains?!") 
Then simply plug the desired result into the equation and out comes the necessary data. The lost Munro 
is at NM 651 256. 


Feverishly I opened the map. Loch Uisg on Mull. A coastal loch where a Munro should be? Glaciation 
my foot! A super quarry scar more like! Beware! yesterday Beinn Uisg, tomorrow Beinn a'Bheither!! 


Professor M. Bob 


SPOOKY 


The early seventies. A clear, 
Carl and his pal, 


Callander. 
outside Stirling, 
looking for a doss. Carl sees him 
£LESt, 
thought there was something in- 
definably 
He’s 
his bagpipes under his 
his’ kiLe, 
more, 
haps it’s his earnestness: 
midnight, on a 
meeting two wayfarers, 


watch him go. 
An empty road, 
nothing. 


STORIES NO.1 


cold night. 
both sober, are making 
of hitching from Glasgow to 
Midnight them stranded 
near the TA barracks, 


hash 
sees 
and will later admit he 


¥ ‘odd’ tf 
odd-looking 


about him. 
anyway, with 
arm and 
but there’s something 
Per- 
after 
lonely road, 
he doesn’t 


something strange. 


happen in real life, 
to each -other..<. 
a ree. 
are 


Carl and his pal say 
do they? There must be 

something... But there 
Lt’'s getting 


or a lane, 


more pressing needs. 


colder by the minute and there are surely 


going to be no more lifts the 
night, so they walk a little 
further, find an old unlocked 
outhouse, doss down for the 


night. A fine sleep: no bumps, no 
Come morning they 
set out again, only soon to be 
hailed and called in for a cuppa 
by a local farmer. They’ve half- 
forgotten the incident, but when 
their host asks if the road had 


ghouls, ‘2zZ2Zz2:. 


bother passing the time of night been quiet, they remember it 

anything, instead demanding again and tell their story. This 
‘Either of youse seen my cara- brings a smile of recognition. 
van?’’ ‘‘Er, no’’, says Carl, puzzled, ‘‘Oh, him’’, the farmer says, pouring 
and then he’s gone, briskly walking past another cup, ‘‘he was killed on this road 


them down the road toward Stirling. But five years back, on his way to a wedding 
Carl still has this sense of something in Callander. Hence the kilt and the 
awry, so, seconds later, spins round to pipes. And he was towing a caravan. Folk 


And there’s nobody there. 
no trees, no hidden lanes, 


Gone. But these things don’t 


poet's corner... 


The Fallen Hero 


Now Jim was a Rambler, 

Quite contented with his 
And regular each weekend, 
Round the Donalds he would trot. 


Lot. 


He didn't need the high tops 
To fill him with good cheer 
The exposure on Ben Ledi 

Would fill his head with fear. 


thought of climbing, 

he did not aspire, 
seen the Cuillins, 
frightening spire. 


He never 
These routes 
He had never 
Or the In Pinn's 


But then he 
Things soon 
And when he 
This caused 


joined the OMC, 
began to alter. 
met with Kay and Pat, 
his heart to falter. 


They told him all the climbing moves, 
It was the perfect introduction. 

He was hooked to this new game, 

The classical seduction 


He went and bought loads of climbing gear, 
Got tights, friends and hexcentrics. 

He was sure the girls would think him cool, 
But they thought he was just eccentric. 


He used to go on all the meets, 

With gear of every gauge, 

Festooned with slings and ropes and tapes 
You would think he was into bondage. 


But alas for our poor hero 
One day upon the face, 
He did a rather silly thing 


That made him fall from grace. 


round here often see him wandering around 
lost like that. 
ever heard tell of him speaking...’’ 


But you’re the first I’ve 


While out with our two Amazons 
High up on Agag's Groove 


Mother Nature called on hin, 
On a stance too thin to move. 


Alas alack he lost his nerve, 
His confidence started to sag, 
The only thing that he could do 
Was use his new chalk bag. 


When it came his turn to climb, 

He couldn't get any friction. 

‘Use your chalk’’, Pat laughed out - 
it was Nemesis to our Man of Action. 


the dream was gone, 

No photo features in Climber and Rambler. 
He couldn’t go up, he couldn’t go down, 
Stuck like a fly in Amber. 


The game was up, 


They lowered him off all the way down, 
His tights got ripped asunder. 

He hung there like a bag of spuds, 

A sort of blighted Golden Wonder. 


So for others' future guidance 
Who wish to be the Human Fly, 
Make sure you go before you go 
And keep your powder dry. 


Jim Bailey (Oban M.C.) 
@eeee202028 0888020080800 8 88088888 OC OO 
...-anda limerick 
there was a young man on ben nevis 
who fell ina bloody great crevice. 
he ripped all his goretex 
as he slipped in the vortex, 
and made an absolutely terrible mess of his 
nice new levi’s. 


edward lear-gach 
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Traditional fock Climbing 1¢ OF courre 
a PHALLOCRATIC ACTIVITY: SeeKing to 
BIND the mountain With fopes.We Ae 
however will follow the LEY LINES /ARE 
inthe rock, With the ope justia Al 
SYMBot oF OUR BONDING ! 
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f Murdo, brothers, drain 
(ee fear to the Earth! 


the PRIMEVAL EVENTS 
that shoped us all! [— 
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1 
/ MR RIBGCEWAY, =| musk 
debate with you in a 


INON -C ONFRON TATIONAL WAY. 


Iinfortunately for out not-quite- ig & 
jSe- Iron Murdo, JoHN RIDGEWAY fie 
and his managers are also 
on The In Pinn... 


ee 
hos got To 
learn fo stand on his own, 


The Great Sea Level 
Mystery... 


Many readers will have heard of The Electric 
Brae- andifyou haven't, it's high time you did. 
On this notable stretch of road down near 
Girvan, uphill appears to be downhill and 
down up. Quite what electricity has to do with 
it is another matter entirely. Anyway, it 
appears there may also be an Electric Loch, 
as Douglas Asland explains... 


“I'd like to draw your attention to the strange omission 
of spot heights on the shore of Loch Shiel.” The 
stranger leant back from his copy of Landranger Sheet 
40 and addressed me across the otherwise empty 
carriage. The Glasgow train had just left Spean Bridge 
and | was looking forward to deer spotting across 
Rannoch. The last thing | fancied was a discussion of 
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the failings of the Ordnance Survey. Mind you, I’ve my 
own obsession with the stupid way the Glen Nevis 
Mountainmaster hides the stalkers’ paths inthe Mamores. 
| said nothing - a mistake, as he took silence for 
encouragement. 

“Loch Shielis supposedto be an inlandloch andhas an 
outlet to the sea via the creatively named River Shiel, 
so itmust be above sea level, if only just. Buthave you 
driven back towards Fort William from Glenfinnan?” | 
nodded silently. 

“Well, remember climbing very steeply alongside a 
foaming river before matching the height of the railway 
coming fromthe famous Glenfinnan Viaduct? Then the 
road runs beside the line roughly on the level before 
dropping only slightly to come out at the head of Loch 
Eil- which isa sea loch and surely mustbe atsea level!” 
thought of the route in reverse. The roadis justabove 
the level of Loch Eil, climbs gently a little way then 


swoops down and round a long way to reach the 
Glenfinnan Monument on the shore of Loch Shiel. Blast 
the man, he’s right. 

“But it’s no good looking at the contours” he went on, 
rattling his map “the roadruns very close to one contour 
line from Drumsalie at the head of Loch Eil to the 
watershed at 928795 then plunges into awooded valley 
where the contour lines are masked by trees. Andthere 
are no spot heights on either loch!” He paused, con- 
scious of makinga major point. “Thatmeans that Loch 
Shielis below sea levelbut runs out into the seaby Loch 
Moidart.” 

That's when | made the real mistake - | joined in: “But 
surely the sea level in Moidartisn’t lower than the level 
in Loch Linnhe?” 

“Congratulations: that would appear to be the conclu- 
sion. But why? And howis itmaintained? Even the Scots 
cannothave independentphysical laws, whatever hap- 
pens in education andthe law.” He smiled, that knowing 


smile of the conspiracy theorist who feels justified in his 
paranoia. “Who issues these subtly misleading maps? 
OS - Ordnance Survey - Ordnance, the military!” 

He was off. By Bridge of Orchy I'd heard the entire 
history of Commandotraining inthe Highlands, and Ben 
Dorain went by unseen as he explained that the 
memorial above Spean Bridge was deliberately mis- 
leading - the men all had their backs turned to Arisaig. 
By the time he’d worked into the theory the fact that 
there’s a Hydro House by Shiel Bridge, that no paths, 
tracks, Munros or even Corbetts overlook the centre of 
Loch Shiel, I'd stopped listening and was looking at Ben 
Lomond across the loch. So | missed the connection 
with the SSEB’s huge nuclear baseload, and the loca- 
tion of the carefully concealed pumps keeping Loch 
Shiel artificially low. 

| was unusually gladto see Dumbarton approach. “Very 
interesting” | said as | leapt out onto the platform 
(keeping the “but stupid” to myself). But as | settled 
down in the local train the thought kept returning: just 
why doyou go uphill fromone sealevel lochto another? 
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WALKING TYPES: No.4 
The Reluctant Wife 


She is trailing fifty yards or so behind her « 
husband, who is romping on ahead with the 
rucksack for both of them. This husband 
wears a sort of eager, collie-dog expression, 
and isn’t looking back as often as he maybe 
ought to. His eyes are on the ridge ahead as 
he passes you onthe path. He hasn’t been out 
for ages, you see, and he’s keen to get on. 
‘‘Morning,’’ he says, all smiles, apparently 
unaware of the carnage behind him. 

Here she comes, now. Her face is flushed, 
with blotchy red and pale patches on her 
throat and forehead, and you hope that she 
either doesn’t know or doesn’t care how her ; 2 
hair looks. She’s walking with her hands on her hips, pee it ie her geta Gecpes breath, and she’s 
stopping frequently to look ahead. And up. She’s not sure where they’ re going, really, because he didn’t 
quite explain it properly, but she’s sureit can’t be that pile ofrock and snow looming at thetop ofthe corrie. 
Almost completely sure. 

She’s wearing a T-shirt, a pair oftrack-suit bottoms and some high-top trainers, ifshe’s lucky. Ifshe’s not 
lucky, he’staken her out and bought her a pair of boots for her first walk, and the boots are now breaking 
in her feet. She’s brought along a V-neck pullover, a nice cashmere job, in case it gets chilly, but she had 
totakeit offas soon as they started to climb. She tied it round her waist, but it’s fallen offinto the mud twice 
already, and she can’t catch up to get him to put it in the sack. 

But she struggles on, because she knows it’llbe worthit at the top. Apparently. Hetold her so, thelast (and 
only) time they stopped, which was about an hour anda halfago. That was also when he said that the top 
wasn’t much further at all, now. 

As you pass, she gives youa sad, apologetic smile, but she doesn’t have enough breath left to answer your 
Hello. She brushes her hair back from her face witha bare arm caked in mud, and thinks about where she’s 
going to put her feet for the next step. 


GRANT HUTCHISON 


Let's qo for o walk... Mountaineering Movies 
| No.1: Reservoir Dogs 


Reservoirs, dogs, guns... Allfeature heavily both 
on the hill and in this new thriller: not so much a 
heist movie as aheights movie. The plotis simple 
er Be ane iar and demcmbades mie, bias eee ire 
: : a ¢ to each other only by codenames - Mr | weea, Mr 
|_tweed see F Oe IR Goretex, Mr Rohan and Mr Peter Storm - are 
engaged in discovering who made a mess of their “stalk of the century” by firing a rifle at the wrong moment and 
scaring away allthe animals. Much of the action is intercut with a noble stag lying bleeding to death froma terrible 
stomach wound, bellowingin vain. Indeed, bloodand gore abound: in the movie’scontroversial central scene, Mr 
Tweed cruelly tortures acapturedhillwalker - tiedto achair ina bothy - first, by cutting off his mapcase witha Swiss 
Army knife, then threatening to set himalight with the meths from his own Trangia. Allthis is to the accompaniment 
of “Stuck up a Munro with you”, by mid-seventies pop-group Murdo Jerry. Worth seeing: basically covers the same 
hillclimbing themes, although admittedly in amore upfront manner, as Redford’s new movie about Corrour bothy, 
A river runs through it. 
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CRAG-RAT 


CHAT 


Dear TAC, 

Every weekend | find myself carrying 
huge amounts of empty whisky bot- 
iles from once beautiful bothies. 
Apparently this phenomonem was un- 
heard of before good old Hamish and 
Tam, amongst others, foolishly wrote 
about the location of these various 
peaceful spots in numerous books and 
newspaper articles. 

Also, much to my disapproval, I find 
TAC complaining of these unsuitably 
numbered groups of pissheads that 
crowd out bothies. Jack Wills even 
goes as far as claiming I need my head 
examined??? By mentioning bothies 
in TAC youse are only making these 
matters worse. I am not in favour of 
secretive organisations, but if TAC 
wishes to join the fight to curb this 
increasing problem then action must 
be taken. Unfortunately there is only 
so much I can do, but everyone can do 
their bit by keeping quiet about 
bothies. (About what? - Ed.) 

Also to set the record straight, in TAC8 
in a letter by Simon Waddicor, ‘‘Mad 
Martin’’ is described as a “‘bothy 
user’. This is somewhat incorrect and 
should read ‘‘bothy abuser’’. Al- 
though many cases of his reckless 
behaviour remain unproven, it has 
been certified that he did burn an 
armchair and a sofa from a certain 
bothy situated on a west coast island. 
Subsequently every time he is spotted 
in the vicinity of the bothy he is 
forceably removed by the local police. 
Last of all, I request of all readers that 
they give bothies the respect they 
deserve and memorise my poem: 

Tf you need to do a shite, 

don’t piss around, do it right. 

Take the spade, it’s provided, 

dig a hole, cheeks divided. 

Once you're done and wiped your 
ass, 

fill the hole, replace the grass. 

Then walk off, you've done your bit, 
at least you're not a lazy git. 


Yours sincerely, 
Brian Mann 
Bishopton 


Ed. - Do I hear the rustle of hidden 
agendas? Your logic evades me some- 
what in the 2nd pura, but doubtless 
Jack Wills will write in with clarifica- 
tion 


DearTAC, 

Could! make an appeal for sanity in the 
deer-stalking debate now raging out 
of control twixt Tom Rigg on one side, 
“*Prospect’’ et ai on the other. If TAC 
is to play a useful role in this debate, 
the insults will need to be replaced by 
rational (albeit radical) and construc- 
tive comment. Mudsling no more! 


Yours sincerely, 
Jock Strap 
Glasgow 


PS - I have to agree with Ted Eames 
(TAC6) on Councillcr Leadbeater - 
what a tedious old fart. 


DearTAC, 

A previous issue of TAC suggested 
setting up yet another list, this time, of 
Munro-viewing football grounds.One 
of the best must be The Douglas 
Superbowl, home of my own idols, AC 
Hamilton, more generally known as 
The Accies. 

On a clear day, there can be seen from 
the stadium Ben More (not the Mull 
one), Ben Lomond, Ben Vorlich (not 
the Perthshire one) and Beinn Narnain, 


THE VIiEw 


De utroAs 


Ccoshser Ben WAR ie 


BEN Vo®LicH 


plus Earl’s Seat in the Campsies and 
The Cobbler. Even the football club 
manager is a Munro! (lain.) 

To enjoy this panorama, you have to 
stand on the grassy summit-ridge of 
the end accommodating The Accies 
supporters - I have often remarked on 
the view to the other guy. At the other 
end, a big brick dyke will deprive you 
of the Munro baggy-eyeing and you 
will be forced to watch the match. Not 
only Rangers put visiting fans in the 
worst part of the ground. 

Celtic, Ihear, have high hopes of build- 
ing a stadium from which supporters 
will be able to see more Munros than 
from any other ground in Scotland. 
Will this be the new Celtic View? Is this 
the way to become table-toppers? Hard 
to say. For, like Labour’s Scottish 
Assembly, thenew stadium will NOT 
be along in a ‘Tic! 


Yours faithfully, 
Jack Foley 
Hamilton 


Ed. - Always knew TAC would turn 
out to be anacademic journal. And 
I've heard it said that Celtic have a 
mountain to climb. 

FRort THE 

S4PERGOWL 
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SL necias? 
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VISITING KEEFER 
with Pre 
AND BevAte 


Dear TAC, 


Thecomments in TAC11 ‘‘This landis 
your land’’ regarding the hillwalker 
who was packing his ‘“‘piece’’ of 24 
Jacob’s Club biscuits has prompted 
me to write and let you know of the 
following. 

Last March some Scout Leaders and I 
had taken a group of Scouts up Ben 
Chonzie. Some were experiencing their 
first Munro, some their first steps in 
hillwalking. About half an hour after 
setting off, one of the younger Scouts 
was obviously having difficulty keep- 
ing up and was steadily getting redder 
and redder in the face. 

My wife felt sorry for the young lad 
and offered to take his rucsac for a 
while. They struggled to get it off his 
back and it dropped to the ground like 
a ton weight. When we demanded to 
see what the excessive weight was, 
out came his “‘piece’’, 

viz: 


1 dozen filled rolls 

1 dozen small plastic bottles of 
lemonade 

12 packets (large value pack) of crisps 
1 packet of 10 Mars Bars 

1 large food flask filled with steaming 
hot stovies! 


Needless to say having been relieved 
of most of the items by the others he 
eventually made it to the top. 


All the best, 
David Langskaill 
Dunfermline 


i ieee ea) 
Dear Beardie Editor, 


Although TAC is without doubt the 
World’s Greatest Hillwalkers’ Fanzine 
(Tav.much - Beardie Ed.) it does tend 
to keep its head in the clouds - above 
1000m - a lot of the time, which 1s why 
I was glad to see David Mc Vey’s piece 
on the Campsies (TAC11, ppl6- 
17).We’ve got thoosands of folk 
keeping a lookout for malpractice in 
the lofty realms of the Munro-baggers 
while hardly anyone comments on 
drove roads, coffin routes and other 
ancient tracks. 

And let’s not forget, that’s where all 


the action was throughout history, 
where most of the remnants of our 
natural forests lie, and where the worst 
excesses of modern development are 
found. 

In the old days, only crazy military men 
like Montrose and Alasdair MacColla 
ventured above 500m to achieve some 
fait accompli. And pretty pissed off 
their men were too. Father McBreck 
who accompanied Montrose north 
after the Argyll raid of 1644-45 de- 
scribed the Glencoe hills as being per- 
manently shrouded in smoke (mist), 
places where only eagles could reach. 
The fact that it had rained for three 
days and nights and that the wine had 
run out hadn’t helped the good 
cleric’s morale at all. 

About six years ago in Argyll - rich in 
said drove roads, coffin routes etc - I 
found many tracks blocked, mostly 
by frenzied tree planting, some by 
landowners. A few words with the 
Forestry Commission sorted it out 
with truly astonishing alacrity. Land- 
owners were a little slower. 

So next time you or one of your dis- 
reputable readers stands, triumphant, 
on top ofa 1000m slagheap, don’t just 
show off by naming all the peaks 
around. Look down into the glens 
where all sorts of vandalism might be 
in train. Even better, take a hike on 
some of these tracks. 


Yours, 
Jack Wills 
Isle of Seil 


ee rar ee ee, 
Dear TAC, 


Jenny Davidson - an expose: 


Remember ‘‘Perversions of the Scot- 
tish Hills No.2 - The open-air shite’’, 
TAC8? Well, it transpires that there is 
more to Jenny’s hankering to relieving 
her/himself (what can you mean? - 
Ed.) in the hills than the seemingly 
innocent one-off jobby witnessed by 
thirty children climbing the Cobbler. 
Tragedy has struck again. 

While cycling (on a recent charity 
venture) through the “Coe, just past 
the gorge, our intrepid mountain 
wo/man felt a burst of flatus creeping 


up on her/him. Being something of a 
cycling whiz, s/he wisely stood up on 
the pedals, knowing the pain of a 
sitting fart, but!!! horror of horrors, 
too much drink and too little fibre 
reaked havoc with her/his lycra shorts 
and padded chamois, and it was a shy 
and smelly cyclist some readers may 
have spotted skidding to a halt near 
the loos in Big Ian’s establishment 
some time later. 

This disaster hot on the heels (gads 
that’s disgusting! - not-easily- 
shocked Ed.) of.a first go at rock 
climbing on the Cioch when s/he was 
heard to cry, ‘‘I can’t wait to get back 
on dry land!’ Maybe we should have 
checked her/his breeches before retir- 
ing to the tent. 


in 


os YY 
Uy OAR 
ln, 


Last but not least, why isn’t Jimmie 
MacGregor representing the fight to 
save Leuchars search-and-rescue heli- 
copters, and who is Captain 
M.Madden for christ’s sake? 


All the best, 


Ian McConnell 
East Kilbride 


WILDLIFE CORNER 
No.2:The Goat 


Which are the most dangerous animals in Scotland? 
The Glen Rosa and Glen Esk adders? The bellowing 
Blackmountstags in rut? The stupid sheep which insist 
on lying smackbang on the Glen Brittle road each and 
every night? The Larkhall Bears? - they’re pretty tooth- 
less really. No, none of these. But your editor thinks he 
knows the answer. In fact he’s sure he knows the 
answer. 

Dateline 10/10/92. The TAC hierarchy, Perk and Murd 
themselves, ascend Ben Vrackie on a sparkling early 
winter's day. All well and good, with the bold twosome 
sitting tucked in beside the viewfindermunching lunches 
when - sghuyaarghyabassphmmphoomph!!! -they are 
set upon from behind by two fearsome, and extremely 
large, goats. 

Are goats measured in hands, like horses? If so, these 
are quite a handful. Are their spirally homs offensive or 
defensive weapons? 
The former, most 
certainly. Do they have 
appetites so voracious, 
so eclectic, that they'll 
attack unprovoked 


QF 


Erstwhile TACwriter Calum and three Hungarian archi- 
tecture students comprise the party. Yes! - three Hun- 
garian architecture students! But that’s another story. 
Suffice it to say, in the nice little carpark at the bottom 
of the hill, one of Tomas, Pieter or Georghi enquires, in 
broken English ten times betterthan your editor's utterly 
fragmented Magyar, “We will see wild animals on this 
mountain, yes?” 

Well, we check with the first folk passed returning 
bedraggled from the summit. No, no goats, they report. 
So we make do with catching frogs on the spawny path 
up to Locha’Choire. Then, on top, just when behorned 
quadrupeds had been forgotten, just when you thought 
it was safe to lie back and munch another wellearned 
lunch... 

They were just as bad this time, and even fought each 
other just for good measure. Calum’s apple went the 
way of all food, as, almost, did Tomas’s camera. But 
your editor was getting to the David Attenborough 
objective-analytical stage by now, and noted how the 
big bastard white billy one was bad not only to us but 
also to its slightly less big brownish nanny spouse. The 
latter tended to tag 
along sheepishly - 
goatishly? - as if in fear 
of gettinga doing later 
that night while watch- 
ing the Street. 


merely to get ataplastic Cn > B Ss, Anyway, needless to 

bagcontaining halfeaten = say the Magyars loved 

samosas? Is John Paul LOO WY ; it, made theirday. They 

llof the timmish persua- , C=) dashed excitedly about, 
an VU : 

sion’? of repeatedly coming out 


On this occasion, the 
initial SAS-ness of the 
attack thwarted by adept 
use of skipoles and size 
13 Scarpas, the silit- 
eyed, cochlearean- 
homed sheep-upgrades 
were seen off to a safe distance - well, atleast as far as 
noising-up the next arriving summiteers. One of your 
editorialteam was game for pushing the beasts over the 
crags, mad Colin Campbellstyle, until prevailed upon by 
his gentler brother. 

But onthe way down, on meeting alocal-looking punter 
obviously on his 1437th ascentofthe hill, the ruminative 
subject is broached again. “Oh them”, he says, laugh- 
ing. “yon white one’s a bastard”. So itappears they're 
there all or most of the time. No capricious Capricorns 
these. Andno laughing matter either - fornot everyone 
lives blithely in Glendarroch-Machair-Archersland amid 
mudand shit and glaur. Not everyone’s au fait with the 
ways of wild beasts. Some of us live in the cities. Some 
us are at only 0.35 - well, less than one anyway - with 
nature. Some of us are scared of goats. 

Dateline 13/3/93. Chief TAC bossman again ascends 
Vrackie, although minus his Warbeckian sidekick who 
has sidled off to Cubato learn how to open his legs and 
show some class. Not that this is a solo ascent. 
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with the Hungarian for 
"Fuck's sack, check the 
size of they things!" - 
especially when the 
goats followed us down 
thescreesagood300m, 
presumably scoutingfor 
thenext ascendees to ambush. (These transpired to be 
a lithe young man, two lithe young women and a wee 
yappy terrier-dog wearingatartan collar. Didn'thold out 
much hope for the latter: one cloven kick and it would 
bepulped.) Andthus your ed’s first word of Magyar was 
learnt: ketcke = goat. 

All of which begs a few questions. Like who are these 
goats? Where didthey come from and who putthem up 
there? Like do they have names? Ermintrude and 
Daisy? Mephistopheles and Vlad? Jean Claude and 
Arnie? Like why dothey prowl the summit of Ben Vrackie 
terrorising benign hillwalkers when their time could be 
better spent running riot amongstthe twee and tweedy 
denizens of Pitlochry below? Like how would Walt 
Poucher have described them? Ghastly guardians? 
Satanic sentinels? Like why hasn’tany readerwritten of 
them before? Hasno TACfan climbed Vrackie in the last 
six months? Have they been scared or coerced into 
silence? Like I think we should be told... 


